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3 CHAPTER V.

THE BROTHEE OF ADELE,

R. GILEERT
Marlowe,
banker, was
a stern, un-
compromis-

.+ panoplied,
: close-hel.
meted, ada-
mantine
sort.
1 Neverthe-
K less, he did
not scorn to
> chuckle in-
wardly over
what he
considered a
particularly
neat stroks
of busia

ness.’

That he so regard-
ed his djsmissal ot
old Alworth from his
eighteen years' faith-
ful, ill-paid employ-
ment was manifest.
The heart-broken
old man had no
sooner left the bank-
er alone in his office
than the latter rub-
bed his hands exult-
ingly, and evinced
his self-gatisfaction
by anumber of half-
audible expressions,
as he continued to
pace to and fro.

“A goodriddance!”
be chuackled. “By
Jovel the old fel-
low's presence has
Been a sort of constant reproach, not to
@ay possible menaoce, to me for years—a
sort of death’s head at my golden ban-
quet, as it were—and now I shall berid
of him for good. I begin to breathe
$reer already. Wonder if he'll act nE to
that hint I gave him about his daughter
and old Croak. He's a foolif he doesn't.
Wow to examine the old fellow’s ac-
eounts!” And, passing inlo a middle
sompartment, he drew out the heavy
! , opened, and begsn to examine

- ghem, while muttering to himself.

{ A few moments later, however, there
awas the sound of & door being opened
and shat, followed by steps in the narrow

ge at the side of the windowed and
. paneled partition, and then s smart rap
+on the rear-office door.

“There they are!” thought the banker,
sheerfully responding to the summons;
“, But, as he opened the door, Mr. Boncourt
alone entered.

' *@lad to see you, Boncourt,” said Mr.
" Marlowe, shaking hands, and signing the
mewcomer to a seat at a large, round,

ittered center table, that stood
i ite to the vault. “Where's Adele?”
o She's in the garden with Noel,” said
. “. Mr. Boncourt, removing a glossy silk
 ‘faat, seating himself with an aasi._ sssured
/. mir, and slow] paelinf from his white,
' womanish hands the elegant kid gloves,
" sagithout which he never walked abroad.
*] told them v® would summon them
when everything wass in readiness, Mr.
‘Marlove.”

Unlike his sister, he spoke with aslight-
~ 1y foreign aceent, but his features bore a

. strong family resemblance to hers, though

- gast fn s heavier, stronger mold. This
fs tantzmount to saying that he was
tandsome, the only other difference being
shat his complexion, unlike hers, was the
geverso of fair, But his face was abso-
Iutely impenetrable, and he had eyes, &
. mustache, and short, curling hair that

were. as black as pight.

His dress was so faultleds ns to suggest
the handiwork of an American tailor, and
the impression was somehow afforded
that the slender, flexible proportions, so
admirably clothed, might possess on oc-
casion unexpected strength and activity.
In years, he might have been anywhere
between forty-five and fifty-five,

Mr, Morlowe looked a little surprised.

*Why, everything is in readiness,” said
be. "ly can send & servant to Croak's
office and hsve him here in & jiffy.”

“But it's necessary that I should inter-
view you first, as the Americans say,”
said Mr. Boncourt, placidly. "It refers
.. %o the amount of the settlements, you
S Imow."

15 Mr, Marlowe looked annoyad.

*This was agreed upon between us,”
mid he, with some stiﬂ'netsa.

*True.”

“And I was to settle ten thousand
pounds on my son; while you, in consid-
eration of the marringe affording you sn
smtrapnce into my son's social sphere—
. were to seitle twite us much on ybdur sis-
. ger."”
" Mr. Boncourt lnughed amusedly.

: “Exaetly,” said he. “How well you
.. ptate the cage!”
3 *“Thanks! Well, what now?"”

“Peste! it's a mere tritle. I simply find
¢hat I have been out in my calculations.
1 can, in fact, only settle half that amount
on Adele, which will be ten thousand.”

“] won't Jisten to it!" exclaimed Mr.
Marlewe, his whole wanner hardening.
*Sir, this is a breach of agreement—not

say o breach of faith! such a reduction
—a full moiety! I won't entertain it for
=n instant!”

*Yes, yon will.”

The tone was lazy, but assnred. Mr,
Marlowe hesitated in o still angrier re-

. Still be was not afraid.

*I tel! yon, I will not, sir:” he contin-
med. “What! was not the difference in
the settlements more than madeup ic the
sdvantages held out to you? My son,
§ust of age, is finely educated, well con-
nected, num:bering among his intimates
Sir Harry Wilding, Lord Sguanderall and
other noblemen. Your sister, a widow,
much older than he, and, in spite of her
beauty, with no one knows what anteced-
ents. And yourself—"

Boncourt interrupted him with another

-natured laugh, acecompanied, how-
ever, by asign tosilence.
: “And myself—supposc youlet me spenk
' for myself, Marlowe,” eaid he, lightly. *I
. gan improve on your stvle, excellent as it
in its way. Yor myself, then—with
po counections whatever; & Frenchmoan
by birth, but cosmopolite by choice; a
gambler—blackleg, vou would call it in
#hin socursed country—almost from my
$oyhood; and a determined aspirant—for
a gembler's reasons-—to those very asso-
wiations which my sister's marriage to
ur son will procure for me. So much
g'r wyself. &What of it? It has Leen no
secret to yon from the very first. T have
been perfectly frank with you. I will be
gtill {ranker, ond avow that my heretofora
feankners wns dictated solely by policy.
From thefirst you understood iy scheme,
why did you take it up?”
* Mr. Marlowe hemmad and hawed with-
out making a reply.

*Come; your motives for taking up my
schems while kpowing my character?
Mr. Boncourt went on, pleasantly. “I
will tell yon, You merely thought of the
twenty thouvsand pounds I promised as my
sister's dowry, 1t wus 8 merceuary um-
derstavding” between us; notking more
xnor less.”

Red in the face, Mr. Marlowe was aboul
40 interrupt, when he was motioned to
milence.

=A moment more, " continued Mr. Bon-
oourt. “You bave alluded to my sister's
mname in a manner spproximating invidi-
ousness., You placed yourself in persons]
peril wben you did so."”

“8ir, sir!

- THE BABKERS CRIRE:

. *Be quiet. Of all the world. Mr. Mar-

fowe, my EISter I the 80;e creature 1 value
so much as & heart-beat, The slightest
slur upon her womanly name would at
onoe challenge my resentment. Your son
must marry Adele, not merely because he
has successfully wooed her, but chiefly
because she has come to love him. A sev-
erance would cause her distress; Adele
must not be distressed. .

*Wait yet o moment,” he went on, again
bindering an aitempted interruption.
*Adele's past has not Leen sunny, but I
can afford to spesk of it as frankly as of
my own. There’s nothing like being sure,
of one's ground beforghand. You have
spoken of ber nge. That is nothing. She
is perhaps ten years your son’s senior,
but she will pass anywhere for twenty-
three, and she is in the flower of her
superb beauty. You have mentioned her
wiggwhood. But she is not a widow. She
ig a divorced wife. You start—you En-
glishmen have strait-lacediprejudices on
this score. Where is the difference? In
this instance, at least, it shall availnoth-
ing as an objeciion. Over seventeen yesrs
ago we were in California. Do you asso-
ciate the date with anything peculiar in
your own family history? You gave a
gingular start. But no matter. While
there Adele, though a mere %irl in years,
escaped from my guidance long enough
to get married. Ronceville wasn't the
fellow's name, eitber., He wns & fellow-
countryman of yours, and of good birth.
I wouldn't have minded his being & gam-
bler, though he was a cheap, poor one,
by nc means ornamental to the profes-
sion; but he was also a drunkard and a
brute. In nfew months I took her away
from him and kicked him into the street.
America is a convenient country for get-
ting rid of bad husbands and worthless
wives. She obtained a divorce, but not
before her child was born. Three years
later, in San Francisco, herlittle boy was
lost in the streets. He has never since
been found. That is all of Adele's trou-
bles I need touch upon. I have told you
this much for a purpose. I would show
you that when your callow son marries
‘Adele he does not marry a foolish girl,
but a womsan of the world, who, in spite
of ber beauty, her freshness and her ap-
parent youth, has thought, struggled
and suffered profoondly—also a proud,
poble and ambitious woman, who ecan
and will 11ake & man of him, There you
are!”

Mr. Merlowe drew a long breath. Stu-
Eaf&ction was his first sensation; to this

ad succeeded a sort of wondering ad-
miration for the sublime assurance that
had prompted the remarkable avowals he
had listened to; and after that he grew
sullen and enraged.

“So,” he cried; “and, with this addi-
tional knowledge, you have the uncon-
gcionable brass to ask me for an abate-
ment by one-half of what you promised
to settle on your sister?”

“To be sure, Marlowe; I bet on the
wrong jockey at yesterday’s handieap, to
mny sorrow. Ten thousand is all I can
go, even on Adele.”

“I tell yog, sir, by heaven! I will not
listen %o it. Indeed, after what yon have
said, I vould not have the match go on
in any event. It would stain the Marlowe
name!”

“It is stained already, in your person—
stained beyond ecleansing, did the world
but know it! Come toterms! You arein
my power!"” 1
The words were still devoid of harsh-
ness. but they came out as keen and
steely as a rapier gliding from a velvet
scabbard.

“What do you mean?” exclaired Mr,
Marlowe.

“You had a cousin—a certain Jasper
Marlowe?"”

“Y-e-s; heis dead.”

“But think; was he dend, say, soven-
teen years and a half ago?”

“N-n-p-o0; I hardly suppose that he
was,”

*Certainly not. At ebout that timel
made his pequaintance. He was fond of
horse-racing; so was I; he fell ill of a
malignant fever; in fact, imagined his
death approaching. I had done him a
signal service; inreturn, he took me into
his confidence. He mentioned—indeed,
exhibited to me—a certain remarkable
paper bearing vour signature. How do
you know that it is8 not now in my pos-
session?”

“Heavens and earth!" gasped the
banker, falling back in his chair, with an
ashen face.

“Come,” said Mr. Boncourt, airily ris-
ing, and resuming his hat, gloves and
cane. “Really, my dear Marlowe, we
should not keep Adele and Noel waiting
in this way."

CHAPTER VL
A GARDEN PARTT.

Mr. Croak came in through the garden
at the same moment that Mr. Marlowe
aud Mr. Boncourt were issuing from the
street door, for the purpose of seeking
the affianced lovers.

Thus all three proceeded to the summer-
house together, and this led to the meet-
ing, already described, in which Gwen--
doline Alworth had so markedly attracted
the angry notice of Mr. Marlowe, and
from which she had so precipitately made
her escnpa.

“What brought that girl here?” said
Mr. Marlowe, rouchly: for he had not
wholly recovered the equanlmily so re-
sently disturbed.

Both Adele and Noel had noticed his
apminnerliness toward Gwendoline, and
Noel, especially, with secret mortification.

“Can you refer to Miss Alworth, father?”
said he. “I presume she was simply con-
sulting her pleasure in being here; we
were 1.y nomeans averse toher company.”

“(On vhe contrary,” said Adele, “I, at
least, found her charming. Miss Alworth
seems 10 be as amiable as she is pretty,”

Mr. Marlowe saw that ill-temrer was
out of order, and he had a wviritable
weatbercock's knack of conforming to a
change of wind.

“I werely feared she might have inter-
rupted something interesting,” said he,
with a smile. “Lot come; our business
in the office can be expeditad. and after
that we shall have tea.”

“Wkr not have it out here in the gar-
den?” sugpested Noel, “There's a long
table vonder, under the grnpevine arbor,
which only needs to be covered and laid.”

“The very thing,” said Bencourt.

Adele clasped her fan delightedly, with
both hands.

“It will be so agreeable,” said she.
“Alphonse and I often take tea in the
open air at Jasmine Lodee.”

“Asg you choose, then,” raid Mr. Mar-
lowe, as Adele arose. and took Noel's
arm, “The business in the office won't
take more than half an bhour. You ecnn
apprise Miss Winford of your plana for

supper, as we pass througn the nall. By
the way, what car have become of Cronk?"

The lawyer had mysteriously taken his

departure. .

“He may have swallowed himself,” ob-
served Boacourt, recalling the lawyer's
chief facial exaggeration.

“Our contemplated business, without
bh'm, would bLe like Hamlet, minus the
Dane,” guid Noel.

But at this moment, the lawyer, the
cause of whose disappearnce will doubt-
less be recalled by the reader, came in
view, down one of the shadier walks.

“The deuve, Croak! n little more, and
vou would actually have made us wait,”
seid Marlowe, peevishly.

“A French monarch got off that before
vou were born,” enid Croak. “Busliness is
is your sphere, Marlowe; stick to it.”

“But where have you Lieen?”

“1've Decn endeavoring,” replied Croak,
in a grave, matter-of-fact way, “to make
love to Miss Alworth.”

Adele and Noel hurst ont langhing, but
the bavker ouly smiled thoughtfnlly,
while Bonconrt turned his mensaring look
on the misshaper lawyer, with renewed
interest.

T'he business of drawing up the settle-
ment papers, and signing and sttesting
them, took u little louger than the banker
bad predicted. Neither Adele nor Noel

aid much attention to their contents,
ut occapied most of the time with chat-
ting agreeably, while the young mun eve
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ismea the uses Of the articles of office
gnrnitnre to her, especiilly exhibiting the
great fire-proof money vault, inside and
out, with a good deal of pride.

“Why, it's roomy enough for s dungeon
in there!” said Adele, when they had come
out of the vanlt, and were standing, apart
from the rest, in the narrow passage on
which it opened. “Why are the great.iron
doors hidden away in this cramped place,
instead of opening rightout on the office?
I suppose these rear windows separate us
from the conservatory. One might peer
throngh them, and know of all the trees-
urs that was being stored away.”

“But the window-panes, you see, aTe
thickly coated over with paint,” said
Noel. ~ “As for the iron doors opening in
this way, I can't tell vou of the original
object. The vault wasbuilt long before 1
was born.”

The lawyer alove, in drawing up the
forms in accordance with certain amend-
ed memoranda handed hisn by Mr. Mar.
lowe, seemed to remark the dimunition of
the amount settled upen the lady; he had
known of the original intention, and,
moreover, the change was apparent
enough inthe banker's rough notes,whera
the written number “ten” had been rather
freshly substituted for “twenty” as a prefis
to the “thousand,” But even he made na
verbal comment. He merely looked odd-
ly, first at the banker, who seduounsly
avoided his scrutiny, and then at Bor-
court, who returned the stare with lazy
indifference; and then went on with his
writing, with an air of total unconcern.

"The papers were at last executed, and
the business at an end,

“Did you tell Miss Winford about the
tea?” Mr. Mariowe asked of Noal, us tha
party were quitting the office.

“Yes, She promised to have it ready
by half-past five, and it is nownearlysix,
But here is Miss Winford.”

They were all standing at the entrance
of the rear passage, leading through the
conservatory. As he epoke, nnd as the
rest of the party turned in that direction,
the housekeeper was seen standing there.
She might almost hive stepped out from
in among the plants and flower-pots that
were crowded directly behind the painted.-
over panes of the rear office-window, had
a hiding-place been afforded by them,
which, however, did not seem possible.

“I chanced to overhear Mr. Noel's lust
words,” said Miss Winford, with a slight
' courtesy, “Supper will be found awaiting

sou in the grape-vine arbor.”

“What a shocking disfignrement yourz
housekeeger has undergonel” whispered
Adele to her lover,as the parly were passe
ing into the garden.

“Yes, poor, dear woman!” replied Noel,
“But I can remember her only as from
my earliest recollections, and therefore
only think of her goodness.”

At this juncture, & second mysterions
disappearance of the lawyer was no‘ed.
But even Mr, Marlowe only remarked,
this time, that, if Crosk did not turn up
before the table was cleared, he should
go home hungery. _

They found the table laid in the arbor,
and more substantially provided for than
had been looked for.

The coachman, and & green grocer's
small boy, both freshly white-aproned for
the occasion, were in attendance. There
was n more varied and generous accom-
paniment of wines than had often accord-
ed with the banker's ideas of hospitality.
A soft sea wind was cooling the air, after
the heat of the day, and the repast was
soon agreeably under way.

When the dishes were being removed,
and fresh wines, with cigars for the gen-
tlemen, brought on, Noel remembered
something of interest in the country
newspnper that he wished to read to
Adele and Buncourt.

“I must have mislaid it,” said he, after
8 vain search of his pockets. “Ah, now
I repramber having laid it on the teble in
the pideo. [ will run and get it.”

“Never mind, at present.~ £81a Adeiw
detaining him, by a playful gesture ot
her fan, “Itis growing too dark for you
to read, without straining vour handsome
oyes, See: the fire-flies are beginning te
twinkle in the gloem. I want some, mon
ami.”

“Some what?” said Noel, with a puzzled
look.

“Some fire-flies, to be sure; some fire-
flies, and flowers, too! quick! catch and
cull them for me!”

He saw that she was in earnest, so, like
the dutiful lever that he was, he laugh-
ingly arose and was soon chasing through
the garden, hat in hand, in pursuit of the
fire-flies.

He was presently, however, willing
enough to delegate thia interesting pas-
time to the servants, whose nimble eftorts
proved much more successiul than h7e
own, and to tnrn his own attention to the
Hower-gathering, exclusively.

In & little while Adele had Iymg on the
table before her a heap of pretty blooms,
together with a larg& number of the cap:
tured fire-flies, whch she further se-
sured from instinctive rambling by im-
prisoning under an inverted wine-glass,
after which she gravely proceeded to
make use of ber acquisitions in a very novel
way.

“Is there no otherfairy-like caprice that
[ can gratify?” cried Noel, laughing.
*Shall I not order the walks to be strewn
with tablo-salt, for sleigh-ridirg, as was
done for the Pompadour, or some other
favorite, in the royal gardens?”

“It is hardly necessary, till I have ex-
hausted this one,” she replied, smiling,

Meanwhile her delicate fingers were
busy with the flowers and the fire-flies, to-
gether with numerous tlender grass-
spears, which, after moistening or gnm-
ming with sweetened wine, she utilized
in some deft but mysterious way in bind-
ing insects and blooms together in fan-
tustic forms, and by which the fire-flies
were caused to ewmit their phosphorescent
pnlsations much more brightly and in-
cessantly than if left to their natural in-
stincts.

At last she crowned her fair head with
s wonderfnl chapiet of intermingling
Dowers and 1insects, the !atter glittering
like veritable gems of fire, antfliqhting
up the soft blooms that surrounded them
with a clear end starry Inster.

“How wonderful |” exclaimed Noel, in
unsffected admiration, while even the
banker grew interested, and Boncourt
looked on with lazy complacency. “Was
there ever anything so beautiful? You
look like a prineass of elfland!”

She laughed, and then encircled her
throat with a necklace that was in
keeping with ths wreath, after which
she also added flower and fire-fly
bracelets to ber wrists, nnd & brooch, or
bouquet of the same odd and striking
formation, to her breast; the whole effect
being rich and novel in a high degrec.

“It is like an enchantment—a tropieal
drenm!"” cried her lover. “Could any-
thing be at the same time so lovely and so
outlandish? From what odorous ard
houri-haunted region did you enatch this
accomplishment, Adele?”

“From both Mexico and Brazil,” she
replied, smiling.

Then, resting her elbow on the table,
the loose, Ince-frothed sleeve of soft
lawn Hoating back and down, to the ap-
parently unconscious reveistion of the
glenwing, perfectly-modeled arm, she
began fanning herself gently, in & man-

per that causea tDe twinkling little gola.
en disks at wrist, throst, breast, and
crown to flagh and £atter with redoubled
brilliaucy.

“Ah, but Brazil was the true paradise
for such displays!" she weut ou, musing-
ly. *“The fire-ily is much larger and more
dazzling there—indeed, a regular species
of beetle, I think. The ladies, in garden
perties, even fasten tliem to their necks
sud shoulders with tiny golden chnins,
and thus they wander in aud ont of ihe
folds of lace, with tracks of fire until, et
times, one’'s whole person will seem to
burn with them.”

At this moment they beard aring at the
gate, which had been locked, us was the
custom st about that hour,

One of the rervants brought word that
s gentleman wished very much to see Mr.
Boncourt, if he'could do so wi:hout in-

convenience.

*Djd he give his name?™ said Boncourt,
withodf disturbing himself

*Yes, sir; Captain Bolli:;?ltono.”

Neither the banker nor Noel could re-
member to have heard the name before;
while Adele suddenly threw her novel
ornaments away. and looked snnoyed.

“Qh, Rollingstone, indeed?” said Bon-
court, studiously abstaining from look-
ing at his sister. “An sequaintance of
mine, Mr. Marlowe. Would you object
to his joining us here? He must be just
up from London, and both thirsty and
banged up.”

Mz, Mearlowe had no objection to any
friend of Boncourt's, though he himself
would presently be obliged to desert the
party. So Captain Rollingstone joined
the party, was duly introduced, snd
seated,

He was a placid, carelessly dressed
man, the traces of whose original good
looks, that might at one time have been
considerable, bad been almost wholly
disfigured by the apparent inroads of
long, perristent and hard dissipation.

Adele had probably met him before,
and her onmly recognition now was a
rreeziny, scarcely perceptible nod, after
which she at once'turned snd engaged in
conversation with her lover, as though
unconscious of the new-comer's presence.

The latter, however, with the most per-
tect indifference to her action, seftled
himself wearily behind a bottle of wina
and, after addressing a few common-
places to the banker, began to talk ex-
clusively to Boncourt about certain rac-
ing events, past and pros ective, while
frequently helping himself io the wine
with an eager and trembling hand. .

Boncourt seemed to take a sort of in-
golent and negative interest in the new-
comer, but Mr. Marlowe soor looked
bored.

The banker, indeed, presently asked to
be excused, on the plea of having letters
to write, and left the table, after promis-
ing to return before they could think of
departing,

CHAPTER VIL
ME MARLOWE'S DILEMMA,

While ostensibly busying himself over
Mr. Alworth's accounts in the office, Mr.
Marlowe was continually brooding over
his private interview with Boncourt, and
the mortification and apprebension it had
causnd him.

“To think of my being in the power ov
this welvety, relf-poisoned, veteran
scoundrel], such as Lis own avowals make
him out to be!"” he ground out between his
teeth., “It is maddening! But softly;
am I reallyin his power? If so, why
didn’t he refure to make any settlement
whatever on Adele? He can't really have
that document—the sign manusal of my
idioey and ruin—in his possession, or he
wounld assuredly have pushed me to the
wall.”

He was timidly interrupted by his
housekeeper, who wanted to know if the
cook and housemsid might go out visit-
ing, or would be required at home by the
presence of the guests.

“Yes, yes; let them go, ma'am; and
pray don't disturb me sagain,” said the
master. “Do you lock up the house, aud
go to bed. I will see to bidding the guests
good-night, besides admitting the ser-
vants when they return.”

Miss Winford thanked him, and be was
once more left alone. f

He was seated on Mr, Alworth's high
stool, with the account books spread out
before him, but still found it difficuit to
take his mind off Boncourt and his im-
plied threats.

At lnst he struck the books impatiently
with his clenched hand, and wheeled in
his seat.

“What & stark, staring, driveling idiot I
was to give in to that feliow so soon!” he
went on muttering. *\Why, even if he has
the paper, I might safely defy him! With
my reputation opposed to his, could I not
whistie him down the wind, and even save
poor Noel from this divorced woman,
with the caprices of a Spaniard and the
manners of an odalisque? Faugh! I will
break with them both to-morrow. Croak
will heip me out. Srill, if I only knew
whether he had that paper or not!"

He turned again to the books, and was
really beginning to forget the exasperat-
ing issue, when, just as the office clock
was striking nine, he was aroused by &
sound of the street door being opened and
shut, as though with an uncommon de-
gree of cantion.

“Why, I heard Miss Winford put down
the night-lnteh,” thought he, rising and
passing through the railing-gate into the
rear division. “Tush! it must be Noel
coming back to look for the newspaperhe
spoke of, No one else in the garden is
provided with a night-key."

He was abont toreturn to his interrnpt-
ed employment, but suddenly pansed
again. The steps that were passing
through the hall did not resemble Noel's.

[To DE cONTINUIL]

What the Groundhog is.

* An inspection of the natural history
‘book show that the groundhogis a genua
©of the squirrel order. It is from sixteen
tto twenty inches long, without counting
‘four inches of tail. The body is brown-
ish gray above and reddish-brown below,
and the feet and tail are a biackish brown.
The animal is fond of sitting erect, as a
squirrel does, and it assumes that atti-
tude when eating, holding its food in its
paws. It cleans and combs its fur like a
squirrel, licking and smoothing it down
as a cat does. Most of the day, when
not hibernating, it sleeps in its burrow,
occasionally coming out and taking a
look around. In the evening it goes out
to feed upon grass, as well as fruits and
vegetables, to which it often does much
damage. Inthe daytime it never goes
far from its burrow. When angry or
alarmed it makes u gurgling or chatter-
ing noise with its mouth acd sometimes
it utters a shrill whistle, which has given
it the name among the Freach Caandians
of the “‘sifilcur” or whistler. The bite
of the groundhog is severe and it will
make a desperate fight against a dog.
Its hide is tough and was formerly used
for whip lashes. The fur is of no value
and the flesh is flabby and rank, though
the latter, when cooked like rohst pig,
can be eaten by a person who has a first-
rale appetite.

The groundhog, or ‘‘woodchuck,” as
it is more commonly called in the north,
becomes torpid during the latter part of
October in Maryland. Unlike the other
varieties of marmot, it is not gregarious
in its habits, each family keeping to it-
gelf. It burrows on the slope of a hill or
by the side of a big stone, making an ex-
cavation twenty or thirty feet long, which
descends obliquely four or five feet, then
gradually rising to a large round cham-
Dber, where the groundhoz family sleeps
aud brings up its young. Thelittle ones
are born three to eight at a time. New
England farmers make a practice of
drowning groundhogs out with water.
One story was found of a woodchuck
that was kept tame ina kitchen, making
its bed in a box full of straw ina warm
corner. Nevertheless, when the cold
scason arrived it curled itself up with
its little nose in its stomach and thus
composed itself for a winoter's sleep.
Some weeks later it was put on the floor
by the fire and gradually thawed out, but,
when put back in :ts box, it went asleep
again for six weeks more. The burrows
of the groundhog are always so con-
structed that no water can flood them.—
Washington Star.

THEERE I8 nosweeter repose than thal
which is purchased by labor,

A FAMOUS HOUSE.

THE BIRTHPLACE OF THE DIS-
COVERER OF AMERICA

A Visit to the Old Homestead in
Genoa in Which Columbus First
Saw the Light ot Day—

Born in Poverty

In the various biographies of Christo-
pher Columbus to the little town of
Cogoleto, sixteen miles from Genoa, has
generally been credited the homnr of
being his birthplace. Until very re-
cently, says a letter frdm Genoa to the
Chicago Post, u humble mausion in the
outskirts of this village has been regarded
as the domicile which first sheltered the

CORISTOPHEL. COLUMBUS.

world’s greatest discoverer. In a rear
room of this antiquated structure the
young navigator, as he gazed from the
windows upon the blue waters of the
Mediterranean, is commonly supposed to
have first conceived his ideas of securing
& nearer passage to the Indies and to
have drafted his first charts for the ex-
pedition. But, alas for the reputation
of historians and biographers, these
statemerts so long accepted as the truth
must now be discarded. Not Cogoleto
but Genoa is the birthplace of Columbus.
He was born in a stuccoed old house
situated on a narrcw, dirty street and
known as 37 Via del Pontecello.

It is a very thickly settled portion of
the city, that in which the famous
dwelling stands, and poverty—gaunt
and haggard poverty—is soen on every
hand. The house is five and & half
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WHERE COLUMBUS WAS BORN.

storics high and is closely wedged in
between those of a similar kind. Al
most in front of it & huge arch, built
centuries before Columbus's birth, spans
the street. At present the house is un-
occupied and the first story is boarded
up in front, giving it anything but &n
attractive appearance. Two stories have
been added to it since it wdsoccupied by
Domenico Columbus, the father of
Christophet, and numerous other saltera-
tions huve been made, but, fortunately,
there has been preserved by the munici-
pulity an exact draught of the old house,
and by searching among the the musty
old records of the fifteenth century this
may be seen by the traveler in the Genos,
and it will indeed be surprising if

(FROM A RARE

PORTRAIT OF COLUMBTH.
PAINTING.)

among these papers arc not yet to be
found many documents that will throw
new light upon the early life and sur-
roundings of Columbus.

The American Consul, Mr. Fletcher,
kindly accompanied me to the old site,
and I shall never forget the moment
when I stood with him at the front of
the building and read this inscription
which is engraved there on a stone
tablet:

Nulla domus titulo dignior.

Heic paternis in edibus
Christoiorus Columbus pueritizm
Primanque juventutem transegit.

hich translated is: No house morc
worthy ot 2 record. In tbesu |:;|tern:lu
walls did Christopher Coluibus pass his
boyhood and carly youth.

‘A book has been publisbed by Mar-
cello Staglicno yiving un exact repro-
duction of the records relating to the
home ot Columbus, and also containing
a cut of the old building. But100 copies
were published. Mr. Fletcher, by con-
siderable pains and research, was fortu-
nate enough to procure two copies, one ol
which he sent to the State Depurtment
at Washington, and the other, which he
has in his possession, be kindly gave me
to look at. This book fully establishes
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the site of Columbus's birthplace.

The father of Columbus was a cheese
v:nder and lived with his family over his
p'ace of business, In these close and
unwholesome surroundings it is indeed &
wonder that Christopher, & delicate boy,
grew to vigorous manhood. And asso-
ciated with the ignorant people among
whom his lot was cast, it is also remark-
able that he should have aspired to any-
thing more than the lifé of a wvender.
Yet trom the ranks cf the poor, squalid
and ignorant have mary of our greatest
men sprung. The divine spark of genius
is as likely to kindlea flame in the hut of
the lowly as in the palace of the King.

Mr. Fletcher has been flooded with
letters from America, mostly from Chi-
cago, making inquiries concerning Col-

COLUMBUS'S LIRTHPLACE AS IT STANDS
TO-DAY.

umbus. Some enterprising speculators
of the Garden City have tried to buy the
old homestead, probably with' the inten-

tion of exhibiting it during the World’s '

Fair; but they are too iate. What a
few months ago could have been bought
for §10,000 has since been sold to the
municipality and could not now be had
for a million. The city of Genoa drove
a very sharp bargain with the unsophis-
ticated ‘owner and got the place for al-
most nothing.

Among other objects here reluting to
Columbus is the very fine statue of him
near the depot. The pedestal is adorned
with ship prows, and at the foot of the
statue, which rests on an anchor, is the
kneeling figure of America. It is sur-
rounded by allegorical figures represent-
ing geography, science, religion, strength
and wisdom, and between them are re-
liefs from the life of Columbus with in-
scriptions.

Perhaps the most interesting of .the
smuller relics of the great navigator are
sowme original letters written by him to
the Genoa Bank of Bt. George offeriag
to give to the bank one-tenth of his rev-
enue from property secured by discovery
in the new world in trust for the purpose
of reducing the tax on corn and wine
to relieve the poor of his native city.
The letters are kept under lock and key
in the marble pedestal of his bust at the
palace, and only the copies are on exhi-
bition. To see the originals a special
permission must be obtained from the
Mayor.

Tree-Trunk Musie.

The natives of the New Hebrides, who
are still addicted to the practice of an-
thropophagy, afford coe of the most
curious subjects of contemporaneous

study to be made upon primitive and
savage populations,

Nothing is more

THE TREE-TRUNK MURICAL INSTRUMENTS.
curious than their musical instruments.
The accompanying sketch gives a good
idea of them.

They consist of hollow tree-trunks con-
taining apertures connected by a vertical
slit. These trunks are ornumented at
the upper part with sculptures represent-
ing heads, feet, war clabs and ships.
By striking each of them with a stick.
the natives produce somewhat cadenced
sounds resembling those of the tomtom.
They perform their dances to the sound
of these instruments, aiterhaving daubed
their faces red and black.

They have slso three other musical
instruments; a sort of trumpet made of a
shell perforated at the side or extremity;
a syrinx with six, seven or cight pipes,
from which they sometimes obtain har-
monious sounds; and a long flute per-
forated at the lower extremity and con-
sisting of a single piece of bamboo with
three holes and a mouthpiece. These
instruments are used only within doors
in order to amuse children.

“Lily, did you polish Polly’s cage and
clean him out, as I toid you?”

Lily—*'Yis, Sor-rj an’ 1 know he's
clean out of his caze, for I saw him dy
out o the window !"—Judge.

Mrs. Bradley Martin, of New TYork
City, who is the owner of some of the
finest jewels among collections made by
millionaires, has lately added to her
stock something of rare value and his-
torical interest. It is nothing less than a
crown which belonged to the unfortun-
ate Marie Antoinette, u velvet cup, with
the insignia of royalty emblazoned in
precious stones.

Thirty-three steamboats cavigate the
Congo River.

1 These wild, pale violets, faint and sweet,

WILD VIOLETS. i
mymaudthon;.-ﬁhemmdm $r
Of the long, cool shadows of cedar trees; \ %
Of the brook that sinks down its mossy .

¥
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ledge; . - $
Of the bending ferns and the rustling sedgeg
Of velvet mosses that keep the dew;
And of sweet dead leaves that sweet last years |
knew. Z

They smell of the chill pure breath of dawny

Of wind-swept hillside and sun-sweptlawn; '

Of rose-briar hedge and of winding lane;

And—of dreams that will never come
again,

Theat we buy in the crowded city street.
' —Madeline 8. Dridges, in Fucl,

PITH AND POINT. |

A grave situation—A cemetery site.

Measurses not men—The ladies*
tailor. i

Money is the life preserver that keepsi’ =~
people up in the swim. S

A prison warden should not be judged ©
by the’ compaty -he 'keeps.— il
it ;

This is the season of the year when
potted plants want the earth,— Wasling=(
ton Star. S o

The gas meter toils not, but as a spin-,
ner itis o splendid succeés,—Piltaburg’.

While the girl of the period is shining! =
in the parlor, her mother' is shining in} &
the kitchen. | SRR

A man may be positive in his negativgy,; . /
and so may a woman for that mttarzq,, L5
Pittsburg Post. £1a e
. A man’s experience is either somethi
he has or something that 'has him.
Savannah News. ;

Whales are not naturally belligerent;
animals, but they will come to blows: -
once in & while.—S¢. Joseph News.

The Italian organist comes mnkeyin&
around the premises with-the return
warm weather.—Boston' Transcript.

A ton of diamonds at the present day .
is worth $35,000,000.- ‘We furnish the
information to prevent the public from|
being overcharged. — Monros - City. News,| =

The sexton helped his worthy wifé,
He peded.hpofaw well;
He next peeled off his overcoat, |
And then he pealed the bell, " ' ;
—Washington Post.

He (catching at a straw)—*‘80 you do
think it is at least possible that I, could;!
make you happy?’ She—*'Yes—if I}
were going tomarry for spite, you know."
—Life. 5

*“To what do you attribute your;:
longevity?” asked an ‘investigator ‘of a
centenarian.  *‘To the fact that I never!
died,” was the conclusive reply.—ZHam!
per's Bazar. _ SR i

Bergeant—*‘When you put the gun to. -
your shoulder to shoot, you must 8 s
go still that a guide-post beside youmj . -4
would look like 4 drunken civilian.”—e =
Fliegeende Blaetter. o 22k

When you see s man dart suddenly:
across the street in New York City,now,
you are not certain whether he has seen:
a creditor coming his way or' there isa
live wire down.—Stalesman.

He talked the old mian dumnb and blind, L

Then muchly to his grief f &
The old man said—"twas most unkind— ' *I
“Go on, I'm not yet deat.” . Yo
. —The Epoch. _
. Banks—*I never have been able to
ascertain why it was that the number of
suicides increased fifty-nine per cent. in!
the year 1716.” Ranks—‘‘Why, it was' %
in that year that the first piano wasine'
vented,”—Life. s Al

et

“Did my poem go in? M

He d.ic’l' timidly ask it; A

And, oh, ’twas asin, ol

That vile editor’s

As he gaid: “Yes,it'sin— J

The waste-basket.” ) Y

—Brooklyr Life. i

tBrethren,” remarked the pastor, a8 ¥
the contribution box started around,

tiwill you be kind enough to put aneedle
and thread in, so I may be the better
able to utilize the buttons you so lavish-
ly contribute?”— Washington Star. :

The Future Cashier: Teacher— ‘‘But,
Hans, what are you doing with your, ¢
shoes and stockings off?”  “The book
wants to know how, many four times five '
is, and I haven’t got enough fingers, 8o I
have to count my toes,”— Fliegende Blasts
ter.

Gimlet—¢‘The old man said last night.
that I was the worst clerk he ever h.nd,!
and if T came around again he'd have the,
porter fire me.” Auger—*‘Well, what
did you do?’ Gimlet—‘Do? What
would any gentleman do? I handed in/
my resignation."—New York Recorder.|

He (after marriag)—‘What? Your
have no fortunc? You said over and over
azain that you were afraid some one
would marry you for your money.” She
—Yes, and you said over acd over
again that you would be happy with me 1
if I hado't a cont. Well, I haven't & £
cent."—New York Weekly.

sMay I have the honor to conduct
your daughter to the supper table?”
asked a society gentleman of a lady from
the country, who is staying with some
friends whom she is visiting. *‘3ay you
take her to supper?” was the response.
«Why, of course, and you may take me,
too. That's what we came here for."—

Mercury.

A Man-Faced Crab.

iHave I got 'em again?” exclsimed a
dapper-looking chap, as he jumped back
from a case in the State Mining Buresu's
Museum, over which he had been stand-

ing.

YWhat's the matter?” usked his com-

nion.

«Look," was the answer.

The cause of this commotion was not
very large. Only a little thing, but as
queer a combination as crawls. It does
crawl, too, for it was nothing more nor
less than a crab the young men were
gazing at. Butsuch a crabl  The body
was not quite 2n inch long, but the body
was what told the tale. It bore a per-
fect impression of the face of a Chinese
coolie; a veritable missing link, with
eyes and nose and mouth all clearly des
fined, It seemed to jeer at one, and
the impish look it seut out was quite
enough to send avictima of alcoholism up
a tree.

The specimen is a contribution of
Arthur E. Rider, and is known as the
Heike kani, or face crab. There are im-
mense numbers of these crawling imps
in the inland sea of Japan, and the Min-
ing Bureau's specimen came from there.
From out of the ‘‘chin" of thecrab grow
two arms on either side, while it has two

* legs about two inches and a half long on

either side of the fuce, seemingly grow-
ing out of the back of the head.—-San
Francisco Bzaminer. 0

LR




